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A SPRING CHICKEN 
By James Montgomery Flagg 
In Color, 9x 12. Double Mounted on Heavy White Mat, 11 x 14 


Twenty-five Cents 


A Spring Chicken 
We Simply Can’t Help Crowing About Her 


The above illustration gives you an idea of how nice she is, but the colored picture is a perfect 
peach. Just figure it out in your own mind—a red bathing cap, dark blue and white bathing 
suit, peaches and cream complexion, black eyes and hair—well, taken all in all, she’s a very 
attractive piece of femininity. Do you think you’d take a second look if you met her on the 
beach? You no doubt would. Here’s a chance for you. 


For 25 Cents 


We will send you this picture in full color, mounted for framing—just the thing for your den 
and you'll not find a more attractive picture for your bungalow. We have printed up a good 
supply, but the orders are coming in so rapidly that the first issue is already more than half 
gone. If you send your order at once, we will fill it the same day. If you delay sending fora 
copy, you may be disappointed. Order NOW before you forget it. 


(Cc) LESLIE-JUDGE Co. 





— eine COU P ON vr The Judge Art Print Catalog, containing 62 repro- 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO. ; ductions in miniature, beautifully printed in sepia 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York : on India tint paper, will be sent to you for 10c. It 


shows many pictures which will appeal to you. 


, 25c | 
ae -_ ; 35< ¢ for which please send me | i THE ATTACHED COUPON IS 
{ A Spring Chicken. FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE 


) A Spring Chicken and Catalog. : Enclose stamps, money order or currency. 
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y, W. AND THEY SAY THIS NEWLY-ENGAGED COUPLE ARE 
harles PLANNING ON GOING IN FOR LIGHT HOUSEKEEPING Z. ak } 
Ne am 

“ ~Aa >i 








ae ** Say, mamma, do gooseberries have legs ?’’ 
** No, dear; why!’’ 
; 1912, ***Cause then I ’ve swallowed a caterpillar !’’ 


























Tobacco 


‘THE CRUSADER against tobacco and 

the lover of tobacco differ essentially 
in all things 
related to the 
weed, as they 
do in most 
other things, 
perhaps, as 
well. 

To the cru- 
sader tobacco 
in all its 
ty forms and va- 
meme memes Tieties is 

vile. To the 
user it is only some tobacco that is vile. 
Given the right sort of a pipe and any 
one of several brands of smoking tobacco 
or a good cigar, and history, invention, 
art, music and poetry come at the call of 
the favored man, who incidentally makes 
some of these things while he smokes. 

Tobacco has enemies among those who 
manufacture and market it. That is to 
say, the man who tries to satisfy any 
considerable number of the public by 
handing out two or three cigars for a 
nickel is an enemy to his race and dis- 
loyal to tobacco itself. 

On the other hand, to a vast number of 
men—among them many who can’t afford 
the luxury implied—a good cigar is like 
a benediction. The smoker whose profile 
projects one of ‘‘three for a half,’’ while 
he has the other two safe in his pocket 
for later use, has at the moment no other 
conception of felicity. And there are 
men who can extract happiness from 
*“*two for a quarter,’’ a pipe well filled 
or even a cigarette. 

Tobacco seems to be the one thing the 
ancients lacked to give life its ultimate 
zest. Excavation and research may yet 
show that they had it or some substitute 
for it, though there is nothing extant to 
suggest they knew anything of the weed. 
Had they enjoyed tobacco, the classics of 
literature and art that have been handed 
down might have had details of interest 
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not now dreamed of. , The modern prophet 
—especially the modern weather prophet 
—seems most veritable and impressive 
with a pipe in his mouth, even if itis a 
cob. A new interest would attach to 
such pictures of ancient scholars, literati 
and patriarchs as have been vouchsafed 
to the modern world, if an occasional pipe 
or cigar could legitimately figure in them; 
and if the remainsof antiquity could show 
gravures orrelics of tobacco and its uten- 
sils, the peoples that have passed would 
indeed draw nearer to the peoples of to- 
day, who set such store by the weed and 
its paraphernalia. 





The Real Requirement 


ABILITY, Mediocrity and Inferiority 

were once candidates for the same 
public office. Ability conducted a digni- 
fied campaign, won the confidence of the 
people, but made a poor showing at the 
polls; for be it known that Ability was 
modest and unassuming. Mediocrity con- 
ducted a blatant campaign and all but 
won the office; for, be it known, Medi- 
ocrity was a braggart. Inferiority con- 
ducted a popular campaign, got the votes 
and was elected; for, be it known, Infe- 
riority was an adept mixer. 





Brief Decisions 


SOME persons still look upon tobaeeo 
as ‘‘an Indian weed which from the 
devil doth proceed’’; 
but who yet has seen 
a picture of Satan 
that established his 
intimacy with its 
fume and perfume? 


Poets have sung 
and poets continue 
to sing in praise of 
My Lady Nicotine, 
and, barring some 
early experiences of youth with her, she is 
a favorite with millions the world over. 





Some of those who rail against tobacco 
forget that, aside from the fact that mil- 
lions find joy in it, Uncle Sam derives a 
large revenue from it, Cuba and other 
islands of the seas enjoy industry from 
it, and great business enterprises are 
erected upon it, even though most of it 
goes up in smoke. 


Your violent foe of tobacco and tobacco 
users is usually a person of definite no- 
He wouldn’t do a thing to a 
smoker but hang, draw and quarter him, 
if he could, or banish him from the 
haunts of men. 


tions. 


When you object to your neighbor's 
piano, remember that he may have a 
grievance about your dog. 


The minds of some women may be read 
by a fortune-teller after a little judicious 
questioning. 


Love is responsible for many a cur- 
tailed vacation. 


The woman who looks her years has 
lost ambition. 


Age is not an infallible sign of ma- 
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THAT'S WHAT HE WOULD DO 





Hattie—If you were president of Mexico, what would you do first ? 


Mattie—I'd buy a balloon, and put it on the roof of the palace. 





[? WAS on the terrace of Sheap- 
herd’s, at Cairo, with the usual 
midwinter crowd of tourists from The Telepathic Miss Ls 


all over the earth. Nowhere but 
at Monte Carlo do you strike such 
a picturesque group, many of the 
Easterners wearing the costumes of their country, in contrast 
to the staid tweeds and serge of the English and American men. 

It was a delight to Miss Treacy, whose wild hunger for ad- 
venture and deep study and cultivation of the occult had long 
been penned up in the insufficient field of a Brooklyn public 
school, where she instructed a boys’ class ten months of the 
year. Now she was having a taste of Paradise, ‘‘Cooking’’ it | 
through the East. 

A swarthy Oriental, drinking coffee from a small, delicate 
cup set in filigree gilt and smoking a preposterously long che- 
root, was attracting attention. He wore a fez, and a wide, 
silken sash of the same deep crimson bound his waist over a 
film of a shirt like a woman’s veil. 

Miss Treacy was told that he was a wealthy gem merchant 
of Constantinople, and again she thrilled. Jewels had her in 
their net. She always knew she would commit a crime under 
the desire for some splendid gem. She never dared to go in 
jewelry stores at home. She eyed the Turk, fascinated. His 
black beads of eyes glittered a consciousness of her interest. 

Some one said that he always carried on his person the 
most famous of his possessions, and that Pinkertons were 


By KATE MASTERSON 




















servants. Ashe smoked on imper- 
turbably, yet quité conscious of 
the attention he excited, the girl 
suddenly felt the impact of an- 
other glance meeting her own. 
Looking about her, she sawa 





among the men who traveled in his suite, dressed as native Twinkle, twinkle, cheap cigar, how I wonder what you are! 





























handsome, powerfully built man, lounging over a copy of the 
Sphinx, watching the Turk across the top of his paper, which 
he was not reading. Possibly one of the Pinkertons, she 
thought? But, no—this man looked like a 
Syrian Arab. He was almost too well 
groomed and dressed, with a cruel gleam of 
power in his big, amber eyes as he watched 
the placid Turk. , 

She stepped lightly to a gold-laced major- 
domo at the entrance to the lounge and made 
a polite inquiry. The watching man was a 
son of the desert, Mahoumat Bey, just in 
from a house-boating trip on the Nile—fab- 
ulously rich and a citizen of the- world, known in Newport as 
well as Nice in their seasons. 

Miss Treacy, failing in her manners, continued to observe 
the Egyptian’s eyes glued on the figure of the Turkish mer- 
chant, who, with what seemed a touch of vanity, put aside his 
smoke and took from an inner pocket a flat, leather case. 
Opening it and adjusting a glass, he casually examined the 
contents. 

Miss Treacy felt that she was reeling as she saw the Egyp- 
tian’s face grow ashen to the lips, while his eyes flamed with 
greed. In this case, then, was contained the reason for the 
close scrutiny of the watching man. The Moslem snapped it 
shut, rose and walked into the hotel. 

That night, with her party, she went to view the Sphinx by 
moonlight. And, as she stood entranced and awed in the spell 
of the scene, a caravan wound its way into view. Nearer and 
nearer it came. A camel, led by a tall courier, lurched along 
under a heavily tented palanquin. Donkeys, bearing servants 
and luggage, followed lazily. It was the Turkish gem dealer 
on his way across the desert. 

And, gazing at them, Miss Treacy wondered if he carried 











his precious wares with him through 
the Egyptian night. She thought 
again of the silent watcher on the 
terrace. And something struck at 
her brain like a bell, and, lookin 
close, she knew that the tall man 
who led the camel was none other 
than Mahoumat Bey—in the dresg 
of a camel boy. She shivered in 
the silver light. What did the 
night hold? 

Later, at the hotel, she dreamed 
heavily. And this is what she saw, 
A halted caravan—guides, servants, 
donkeys, all stopped for rest at a 
little spring. The tall Egyptian, 
who seemed.in authority, was dis- 
pensing fruits, ‘wine, food, Sleeping 
robes. The Turk, as he drank, en- 
tered into good-fellowship with hig 
courier. They spoke in French, 

One by one the serving men fell 
into an apparently drunken sleep, 
The Turk and the Egyptian, observ- 
ing them, discussed this disgusted- 
ly. By degrees the Turk began to 
nod, falling over on his side awk- 
wardly. The Egyptian bent across 
his body and took from his bosom 
the leather case, pressing it to his 
lips delightedly. 

Hastily he untethered and 
mounted one of the donkeys and started back over the path he 
had traveled through the desert. A shaft of dawn lit his face 
with haggard joy. He opened the case and gloatingly held it 
up to the first keen ray from the east. Then Miss Treacy saw 
what it contained. It was a box of American cigarettes! 


Tobacco 


Nebulous fancies of this goddess borN 
Inconstant as the drowsy clouds of incensE 
Curling serene in curious ring and cusP 
Open to man the gates of paradisE 
The clouds of earth, like smoke-clouds empyreaN 
Inspired of thee, all swiftly take to flighT 
Nerve-calming nymph! What marvel you enravisH 


Earth's weary sons! Lo! with one touch you soothE 
—Geo. B. Morewood. 
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pa I am not fussy as to brand,” said J. Augustus Stoke; 


* But give me one without a band. I like a quiet smoke."’ 
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Maen fa &—— 
TROUBLES OF OWNERSHIP 


S Kidder—Is that Wantley’s automobile ? 


Pete Rol—He calls it his. First he put a mortgage on his house to buy the car; then he put a mortgage on the car to pay for’repairs; and 
now he ’s figuring how to raise money to purchase gasoline. 


When One Day 


OT WHEN you first have proudly 
drawn the curtain 

To hide a fast-increasing length of limb, 

Nor when your years have, piling up, 
made certain 

That ‘‘kid’’ for you is 
no fit pseudonym ; 

Not when you first turn 
hot and cold all 
over, 

And blush and cough, 
and laugh a foolish 
laugh, 

Because a pretty woman 
calls you ‘‘lover”’ 

In joke, although full 
well you know it’s 
chaff ; 





Not when, arrayed in faultless new tuxedo, 
You first disport yourself in giddy dance, 
Or smoke a cigarette and take no need o’ 
The fact that dad on smoking looks 
askance; 
No, nor when you first find widows 
charming 
And see in them attractions all their 
own, 
Or cast them out, with vehemence alarm- 
ing, 
In order your friend’s sister to enthrone ; 


But when one day you linger after din- 
ner— 
Perhaps you scent your destiny afar— 
Your father thinks, ‘‘He has grown up, 
young sinner!”’ 
And, thinking, takes his after-meals 
cigar; 
And then he turns (within his eye a burden 
Of ‘mirth suppressed), extends the case, 
‘‘Have one?’’ 
Rejoice! On you he has conferred the 
Guerdon, ’ 
And now at last you are a man, my son! 


—Valentine Howell. 


Smoke and Smoke 


A NEW YORK physician, who is a ciga- 
rette fiend, was undergoing a grilling 
from a Pittsburgh friend, also a physician. 
“*Stop it! Cut it out!’’ said the Pitts- 
burgh man. ‘‘You know what acigarette 
smoker’s lungs look like, don’t you?’’ 
‘Of course I do,’’ retorted the New 
York man. ‘‘They look just like the 
lungs of a Pittsburgher who never smoked 
a cigarette in his life.’’—w. J. Lampton. 


Smoke Up! 


ITHIN a maze 
Of mystic haze, 
I saw a form divine— 
A charming girl, 
With teeth of pearl 
And features angel fine. 


She smiled at me, 
This phantasy 
I’m telling you about— 
I knew the bliss 
Of one sweet kiss, 
And then—my pipe went out! 


A pipe dream? Yes; 
But happiness 
It brought past power of pen, 
So I shall scratch 
Another match 
And light my pipe again! 


* . * * * 


In this old earth 
The chap of worth 
Who makes the winning fight 
Laughs when fond schemes 
Prove but pipe dreams, 
And strikes another light! 
—Lida Keck Wiggins. 
When you put ‘‘that’”’ in 
your pipe and smoke it, of 
what use is the residuum? 





Evidently Not 


THE fellow who said, ‘‘One-half of the 

world does not know how the other 
half lives,’’ evidently did not exist in 
a period of Ladies’ Aid Societies, Thurs- 
day Afternoon Whist Clubs, Ladies of 
the Round Table, Sewing Circles, and like 
organizations. 


In New York 


Manhattan—Don’t you hate a trick 
people have of reading one’s newspaper 
over one’s shoulder in subway trains? 

Bronx—No one ever bothers me that 
way. My paper is printed in English. 


The man who kicks against receiving 
short weight does not always deliver full 
value for his money. 





POVERTY OF IDEA 


Madeline—Why, Mrs. Benaway! Are you back? 
Mrs. Benaway—VYes, dear; are you? 









































Manana 


By WALT MASON 

HE WEEDS in the garden are growing, while I’m sitting 
here in the shade; I know that I ought to be hoeing and 
doing some things with a spade. I know that I shouldn’t be 
shirking in pleasant, arboreal nooks; I know that I ought to be 
working like good little boys in the books. They tell me that 
idling brings sorrow, and doubtless they tell me the truth; I’ll 
tackle that garden to-morrow—to-day I’ve a yarn by Old Sleuth! 

The fence, so my mother reminds me, needs fixing the worst 
kind of way! So it does; but, alas! how it grinds me to 
wrestle with fence boards to-day! I ought to do stunts witha 
hammer, and cut a wide swath with a saw, and raise an indus- 
trial clamor out there at the fence by the draw. The punish- 
ing fires of Gomorrah on idlers, ma says, will rain down; I’ll 
fix up that blamed fence to-morrow—to-day there’s a circus in 
town! 

I ought to be whacking up kindling, says ma, as she fools 
with the churn; the pile in the woodshed is dwindling, and 
soon there’ll be nothing to burn. There’s Laura, my sister, as 
busy as any old bee that you know, while all my employments 
are dizzy, productive of nothing but woe. I’ll show I’m as 
eager as Laura to make in the sunshine my hay! I’ll split up 
some kindling to-morrow—I planned to go fishing to-day ! 

I’ve made up my mind to quit fooling and do all the chores 
round the shack. Just wait till you see me a-tooling the cow 
to the pasture and back! I'll show that I’m willing and able! 
I’ll weed out the cucumber vines, I’ll gather the eggs ’neath 
the table, and curry the horse till he shines! A leaf from ma’s 
book I shall borrow and labor away till I fall! I’ll surely get 
busy to-morrow—to-day there’s a game of baseball! 


The Way It Goes 


P ‘| S’POSE, o’ course, you’re going to the Female Minstrels 
at the Op’ry House to-night?’’ helpfully insinuated the 

landlord of the Pruntytown tavern. 

**No, sir!’’ firmly replied the recently arrived washing-ma- 
chine agent. ‘‘The show is degrading, and’’—— 

‘Are ye sure of that?’’ eagerly interrupted the landlord. 

**Yes. I saw the performance at Whillersville and Torpid- 
town, and again at Wayoverbehind, and I guess I ought to know!”’ 








A MOST EXCELLENT PORTRAIT OF OUR TRAVELING FRIEND, MR. 
THOUSANDLEG WORM 
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WHY NOT HAVE A MONUMENT ERECTED TO COMMEMORATE THE BIRTH- 
PLACE OF THE PUMPKIN PIE? 


Pipe Dreams 


E HAD a wondrous castle in some fairy realm of-old; 
Its marble halls of splendor hung with trophies rare of gold, 
He reveled in the beauty of its changing tint and gleam, 
Until he let his pipe go out and found it all a dream. 


He owned a yacht and sailed the seas for islands of the west, 
Where strains of silvery music lulled his weary soul to rest, 
Upon a bed of roses fair that bloomed beside a stream; 

And then he let his pipe go out and found it just a dream. 


His board and room rent were paid up for ten years in advance, 
His landlord passed him with a word of cheer and kindly glance; 
But suddenly his blissful joys were quickly put to rout, 

For when he tried to fill his pipe, his smoking had run out! 

B. Staff. 
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How To Move Them 


First rector—I am going to preach to the Four Hundred. 
How can I move them? 
Second rector—You’|| have to move them in limousines. 


The Difference 
‘*What’s the difference between speculation and investmen 
**When you lose, it is speculation; when you win, it is 
investment.’’ 


t?”’ 


‘‘Be up and doing”’ is all right as a motto and should be 
followed, if you are doing the right thing. 

















The Human Lyre 


THE HUMAN lyre is an instrument 
strung with vocal cords and capable 

of giving forth chin music. The most 
( famous other 

4 kind of lyre 

() was a harp that 

belonged to a 
dude named 
Orpheus. It 
played such 
tender music 
that, when its 
owner went to 
Hades after his 
honeybunch, he 
made Tantalus 
forget he was 
thirsty, stop- 
ped Ixion’s 
motor cycle, 
caused the 
to quit sieving 





daughters of Danaus 
water, and had all the ghosts boohoo- 


ing as if their hearts were busted. But 
that lyre doesn’t stand deuce high with 
a 360-degree human lyre. Under his 
melodious strains an insurance policy 


sounds like a Poem of Passion, and a 
get-rich-quick swindle assumes the airs 
of La Poloma or the Sextette from 
Lucia. 


His dulcet intonations woo long 











FOND MEMORIES 


green from a wallet, just as spilled mo- 
lasses wooes the billion- germ - footed 
flies. There is no score too hard for 
such a genius to play, and beside his 
basso profundo Truth’s treble is abso- 
lutely pianissimo. The genus increases 
with the increase of big business, and it 
seems that he, like the poor, will be ever 
with us. He wears no trade-mark, and 
it is no use trying to label him, for 
while you would be attaching 
the label he would sing you into 
believing he is a benefactor of 
humanity, and you would forget 
your job and hand him a twenty- 
dollar gold piece to moisten his 
horn. The best thing to do is to 
put a padlock on your pocketbook 
and let him sing.—G. W. Parker. 


At Eventide 


‘‘Night brings out the stars,’’ 
The chorus, too, and then, 
In whizzing motor cars, 
The tired business men. 


_ Sometimes 


‘“‘A cigar is like a Christmas 
present.”’ 

““Why?”’ 

‘Because the wrapper’s the 
most expensive part of it.’’ 








Dad—What ! 





A Managerial Dilemma 


Friend—What’s the matter? 

Theatrical manager—lI’m debating 
whether to put on a play that’s recom- 
mended by doctors or one that’s approved 
by the clergy. 


A dollar bill looks larger after being 
laundered, but it buys no more. 


os 





FEMININE FINANCE 
Another new dress ? 
Mabel—Yes, father; but I bought it with my own money, 
which I earned by selling your last winter's fur coat. 























Child Prodigies 


OME people will never learn that a 
stitch in time will save an hour’s 


mending. 
We refer to Mr. 


and Mrs. Leander 
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just like anybody else. Or a little more 
so. 

We are gladder every day that we 
were not a prodigy when we were a 
child. We are just beginning to appreci- 


ate what we owe our father and mother. 


A Timely Warning 


- = BEFORE this falls under 

the eyes of our vast le- 
gion of readers, the mental 
giant who pens this page each 
week will be on his way back 
to the old swimming hole. 
We’re going back there for 
three weeks and pull pa’s 





“LORA’S BENT IS VERSE” 


Griffin, of Los Angeles. They have a 
daughter, whose name is Lora. She isa 
child prodigy. They have known this for 
years, but have remained sedentary. 

Lora’s bent is verse. When she was 
four years old, she wrote her first poem. 
It had four lines. It was to a cater- 
pillar. Her mother laughed light- 
heartedly at the time and thought no 
more about it. She just let the mat- 
ter go. 

Now, just the other day, when the 
girl was fifteen, she wrote a poem of 
one hundred and ninety-two lines. 
What this will lead to by the time 
she is forty, noone can foretell. We 
can only hope for the best. 

The parents alone are to blame. 
They knew about this tendency on 
the part of their child, yet they took no 
steps. If they had remembered about 
the stitch in time, all this could have been 
patched up. 

Now that they have made their bed, 
let them lie in it. 

It’s no distinction to be a child prod- 
igy these days. This country is being 
overrun with them. They are a drug on 
the market. It’s a pretty poor family 
now that hasn’t at least one child prod- 
igy in it. 

Normal children are getting scarcer 
and scarcer every year. Soon an aver- 
age child will be a sensatian. 

We pity a prodigy in its old age. 
When a prodigy grows up, it becomes 


table against our wishbone. 

Hotel life in New York is 

all right, but, after all, no table in the 

world fits a person so well as the one 
back home. 

We have written our folks that we are 

coming, and already the chickens are be- 

ginning to wear a harassed, worried look. 


but you can tell it, all right—there won’t 
be many chickens down by the tracks. 

If you should see any, just notice if 
they aren’t headed toward Iowa. 


Watermelon F riendship 


INCE we got home, we’ve been spend- 
ing a lot of time on the back porch 
with watermelons. We like to be left 
alone with a watermelon. We never get 
lonesome with a watermelon as a bosom 
companion. After we have been alone 
with a melon half an hour, we like to 
meet another one. We can meet a whole 
party of them and still feel well disposed 
toward them; but after we have gone to 
bed, we often regret that we met so many 
of them. Sometimes we have to call in 
a doctor to help us share the regret. 


What To Do with a Yawn 


WELL-KNOWN beauty doctor is 
recommending the use of the yawn. 
He says that the yawn, followed by a 
stretch, will make a person taller. 
The yawn will not be popular around 
us. We have no yearning to be 
any taller. We bump our head often 
enough the way it is. We will not 
be in the market from now on for 
yawns, no matter how fresh and at- 
tractive they are. Even the best 
budded variety will have no attrac- 
tion for us. Even if the dew is still 











“WE DEARLY LOVE A CHICKEN” 


We dearly love a chicken when it lies 
quietly on the table, with its knee joints 
pointing upstairs. When there is a 
chicken in such an attitude on pa’s ma- 
hogany, we linger long. We love to be 
thrown into the society of 
a chicken when it is quietly 
lying on its shoulder blades, 
studying the ceiling. 

So if you see a good deal 
about Missouri on this page 
for a couple of issues, you 
will know that we are out 
there, admiring pa’s Plymouth 
Rocks. 





on them, we don’t want them. From 
now on we are strangers. 

A yawn may look innocent, but we 
are not going to take any chances with it. 
From now on we’re going to smother 
every yawn in itsinfancy. If smother- 
ing won’t accomplish our purpose, we'll 
hold it under water. 








Maryville isn’t very large, 
if you are passing through; 


“ WE’RE GOING TO SMOTHER EVERY YAWN” 
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hoof. A calf is not given to conver- 





HIS BOY lived in a small town, 
where ambitions are few and 

far between; but he would have been 
just the same in the crowded marts 
of trade. Environment but retards 


By J. A. 


The Eternal Boy 


WALDRON 


sation, and its only method of dissent 
has been pregnant with surprise to 
unnumbered generations. They fished 
the Boy out of the well, a scant rod 








or inspires the Boy. 

This Boy happened at a slaughter house one day when his 
parents thought him at school. Immediately it was his ambi- 
tion to be a butcher. He experimented to this end for a min- 
ute and forty seconds with his ma’s bread knife and an able- 
bodied male cat owned by a neighboring spinster. The doctor 
said some of the Boy’s wounds would leave no scars, but as to 
others he did not depose and asseverate. The ambition to be a 
butcher, however, had disappeared. 

Then the Boy saw a blacksmith shoeing a horse and was 
stirred to emulation. He borrowed a calf from a neighbor’s 
yard, tied it to the fence behind the smoke house with his 
mother’s clothesline, and sought to get the animal’s left hind 
foot in the posture he had seen the blacksmith hold the horse’s 


from the scene of his experiment, and 
by the light of lanterns found the calf three miles away in the 
woods just after midnight. 

No great ambition now stirred the Boy until he saw his first 
circus, whereupon he all at once tried to become a bareback 
rider, a tight-rope walker and an acrobat. The next quarter’s 
bill rendered by the family physician—who always furnished 
his own splints, liniments and other professional paraphernalia 
—kept the Boy’s pa awake three nights. 

It was not long before the Boy was inspired by the great 
ambition of his life. The Boy’s pa got a new pipe one day and 
put his old one away to season. The potency of most old pipes 
needs qualification by leisure. This pipe was quite ripe when 
the Boy saw his opportunity. With his faithful little dog 




















































Sport, the Boy went away out behind the barn with this fine old, — a ve 
ripe old pipe of pa’s, a box of matches and some cut plug to- ; LBP IT ST re Oops rx 
v se ‘ bacco he had borrowed from the paternal wins PL é AAR Tz 
archives. Then the Boy smoked a bit. : —_—— 
Sport was wont to participate in all 
Lf his little master’s pleasures, but this 
Cd ‘ pleasure of the pipe was denied him. Yet 
Sport knew something was the matter, 
and whined and barked in pure sympathy. 
oH The Boy’s reprobate life, checkered with 
e ( all manner of atrocious mischief and hei- 
C } t nous wickedness, rose up before him in 
Qe) __—sostartling colors and infinite detail, and he 
re ent aloud as one sorely injured. He 
promised himself that forever thereafter he should so behave 
that. persons on the street would turn and look as he passed and 
ask who that Model Boy might be. 
Yet boys are forgetful. It was not long before this Boy 
was fooling with a cigarette. 


The Way of a Woman = 


or he asked her for a kiss; naturally she said 

**no’’; bravely he took it, anyway; angrily she put him 
away; scornfully she told him what she thought of such action, 
and meekly he stood for the same old bluff. 

**T am surprised and mad at you!’’ she said, and she looked al 
every bit of it. ‘‘I don’t think a gentleman would do sucha SARCASTIC We? an, 
thing; and now, if you are going to stay here this evening, I Michael—D' ye feel like a bite o’ somethin’ now, Maggie, or anil ye 
don’t want you even to touch me, but let us sit here and talk rather take a spin through the Park first t’ git up a appetite? 
like sensible people. ’’ 

Thoroughly cowed, he agreed. A Parable 

Seeing, however, that she had carried her little bluff too far N 
and he was taking her seriously, she made use of a bright idea. O 

**Will you promise to be good now?’’ she asked. 

rr.” 

**Well, let’s shake on it.’’ 

Solemnly they shook hands. 

**Now,’’ she said, with a cunning and meaning little twinkle 
in her eye, ‘‘you have touched me already and broken your 
promise. So, being as you have gone that far, you might as 
well go ahead and break the rest of your agreement.’’ 

Curtain! Roy G. Booker. 
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CE upon a time there was a Young Man who had urgent 
literary aspirations, but nothing tosay. In his extremity 
he went to the Sage and asked him what to do about it. 

‘*Write, my son, write,’ advised the Sage. 

The Young Man followed this advice. He wrote diligently, 
and, lo! his writing became very popular and his name was 
famous throughout the land. 

‘*How do you explain it?’’ asked a Critic of the Sage one 
day. 

‘‘It is very simple,’’ replied the Sage. ‘‘As the Young Man 
had no ideas, there was nothing to distract him from a strict 
attention to literary style, which he developed to a point of 


ena perfection. 
(resaare cw “But what is literary style worth without ideas?”’ queried 
STAMP A POWDER the Critic. 


‘*Everything to the populace; nothing to the philosopher,”’ 
declared the Sage. Moral: Vox populi vox populi. 
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Getting Even 


A New Yorker who weekly travels into New Hampshire, and + 
for a part of his journey takes a train for a short connecting 
run, pays fare for this short distance to the conductor, as 
usually there is no time to get a ticket. 

‘‘This reminds me,’’ said the conductor one day, as he took 
the fare and punched a slip, ‘‘of a farmer who used to nide 
with me frequentiy on this road. The farmer always had 
time, as I suppose, to buy a ticket for his journey, but invari- 
ably he waited until on the train and paid me. 

***Why don’t you get a ticket?’ Iasked him oneday. ‘Why 
do you always wait to pay me?’ 

***Wa-al,’ he replied, ‘it’s just this way, yousee. I’ve allus 
lived along this road, an’ one day a train killed a fine cow 0’ 
mine. I sued the company, but they beat me out in court. 
An’ then an’ there I vowed I’d never give ’em another cent 
as long as I lived.’ ’’ 








“HE WHO STEALS MY PURSE 
STEALS TRASH” 









. The Flirtatious Cigarette 


I SWIRL and curl in banquet halls, 
Join fumes with dazing wine; 
The famous and the infamous 
Are devotees of mine. 


I rise and fall in filmy wreaths 

Where soft lights shed their beams, 
And add a breath of incense rare 

To dopeful dizzy dreams. 

” 7 *~ oe +o * 

I’ve long compelled companionship 

Witb lofty men and low; 
Ambition-spurred, I now essay 
To dazzle as a beau. 


Successes are attending me, 
With conquests and caresses— 
I kiss Marie, I flirt with Rose, 
And reek in Tessie’s tresses. 
—Hubert Kotterman. 


Different 


Gramercy—So your wife is going to 
sue for a divorce. Did she meet her 
affinity while away in the country? 

Park—No. When she came back she 
met mine. 
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TAKING AN UNFAIR ADVANTAGE 


Pellets of Pessimism 


THE village millionaire is a gent with 
ten thousand dollars and a redun- 

dancy of abdomen, 

An epigram is a sneer in evening dress. 

It is an automobile to the luckless few 
who have none, a touring car to the for- 
tunate many who have. 

Expurgate——To take the fun out of. 

Reformer—A disappointed patriot. 

The pessimist is convinced that it can- 
not be done because he is unable to give 
it his personal attention. 


Insatiable 


There was a young lady from Michigan, 
To meet her I never would wishigan. 
She would eat of ice cream 
Till with pain she would scream, 
Then order another big dishigan. 


A Submarine Discussion 


‘*Won’t these tight-skirt bathing suits 
scare the fishes?’’ 

‘*No, indeed! It’s a fashion the mer- 
maids set.”’ 





A Hero's Sacrifice 


‘ «GOODNESS gracious alive, George!’’ 

exclaims the wife, when her hus- 
band appears at her side on the street, 
attired in a sleeveless undershirt, short 
unmentionables, oxford shoes, a hat and 
nothing else. ‘‘Have you gone crazy? 
Why, look how the people all stare at you 
and talk about you! You are making us 
ridiculously conspicuous. ’’ 

‘‘That’s all right, darling,’’ the brave 
man answers. ‘‘I’ve got so darned tired 
of the way other people rubber at you in 
your thin clothes that I concluded to do 
something in the same line and distract 
their attention. At that, I’ve got pretty 
near as much clothes on as you have.’’ 


A Smoker's Paradise 


A quiet nook from all life’s blare_and 
bluff, . 
A jimmy pipe and plenty of the stuff 
With which to weave a wealth of 
golden dreams 
Is all he asks for, and is quite enough! 


Smoke rings never get in bad. 
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THE LEAK IS 
DISCOVERED 


& 
PLUMBER 


IS CALLED 

















JUDGE'S 


MOTION PICTURES 























PLUMBER 
"KNOCKS OFF” 
FOR LUNCH 



































PLUM sr fl 


GOES BACK 


TO SHOP FOR 
A WRENCH 




































































GETS BRIGHT IDEA: 
SHUTS OFF WATER, 
HAMMERS IN A PLUG 
THEREBY STOPPING 





LEAK 
(TIME:- 2 MIN. SS SEC) 































THEN, WITH SOME 
TACKS, AND A 
HAMMER, SOME 
GLUE, AND SOME 
MUD~ YOU START 
TO BUILD. 
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BUY A LOT 
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THEN ~ YOU 
BUY SOME 
READY-MADE 


PLANS 
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SOME THINGS OF INTEREST TO HOME MAKERS 























ALWAYS, HOWEVER, 
AVOID MOISTURE 
SUCH AS RAINSTORMS 
HIGH-TIDE, ETC, AND 

YOUR. BUNGLE-O 

















WILL BE A SUCCESS 
’ (may 0 
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No Smoke without Some Fire 


Old Testament Records 
THERE is no new thing under the sun. 
Eccl. 1: ix. 

Pipe and wine are in their feasts. Is. 
5: xii. 

Who is the wise 
man? Eccl. 8:i. 

Out of his nos- 
trils goeth smoke, 
as out of aseething 
pot. Job 41:xx. 

The house was 
filled with smoke. 
Is. 6: iv. 

Weeds were 
wrapped about my head. Jonah 2:v 

A thick cloud of incense went up. Ez. 
8:xi. 

And the house was filled with the cloud. 
Ez. 10:4. 

Your old men shall dream dreams, your 
young men shall see visions. Joel 
2:xxviii. 

Former troubles are forgotten. Is. 
65: xvi. 

As the cloud is consumed and van- 
isheth away. Job 7: ix. 


I Care Not 


CARE not if my friends be true, 
Nor if the world with battle rings, 
Nor if the skies are black and blue, 
Nor if a bird no longer sings. 
Affairs of state may all go hang, 
The cost of living purses swipe, 
The busy bomb may burst with bang, 
So long as I may smoke my pipe. 





My wife may coax my bottom cent, 
My landlord raise my rent a peg, 
Cats*may indulge in merriment, 
For votes the ‘‘girls’’ may pull my 
leg. 
The world’s a spot of pleasant choice, 
No matter what keen crime is ripe; 
I'll uplift no protesting voice, 
So long as I can smoke my pipe. 
—A. Walter Utting. 


In the Smoking Room 


“‘What’s in the wind? I fancy I 
smell a rat.’’ 

“No, it isn’t a ‘rat.’ It’s one of 
Puffer’s choice Havanas.”’ 
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His Way 


‘ «” PEAHS like, fum what he says ’bout 
hisse’f, Brudder Bulginback am 
a pow’ful ’dustrious pusson?”’ 
‘*Uh-well, sah, it’s dis-uh-way wid 
Brudder Bulginback: He works ’bout two 
hours endurin’ de day. and putts in de 
yudder eight uh-braggin’ ’bout it.”’ 


That ’s Where 


‘‘Oh, where are the girls of yesteryear?’’ 
Sighed the sentimental mutt. 
‘“‘They’re mending the hose of the girls 
of to-day,’’ 
Answered the neurotic nut. 








In the Spotlight 


Mrs. Gramercy—I thought your divorce 
case was coming up this month? 

Mrs. Park—I had my lawyers get a 
postponement, because my new gowns 
wouldn’t be finished in time. 
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Reckless 


FULL many a drink he took 
And many a smoke did smoke, 
And he was inclined to look 
On the rules of health as a joke. 


His candle he burned at both ends, 

And he ate what he wanted, you know, 
Despite the advice of his friends, 

Who oftentimes bade him go slow. 


He took not an atom of care 

Of himself, but he went on his way 
Like one who was ready to dare 

The piper to call for his pay. 


But now he has quit it for good, 
And his life is a finished page; 
For he died, as you’d know he would— 
In the ninety-fifth year of his age. 
— Walter G. Doty. 


One Theory 


If at first you’re not believed, lie, lie 
again. 





VALUES ARE RELATIVE 
One little spring costs fifteen cents at the factory. Here ’s a man who'd give a hundred dollars for it, 
but the factory is two hundred and fifty miles away. 














armen 












































A Reminder 


IVES of suffragettes remind us 
That, as long as hist’ries note, 
We have always had some trouble, 
More or less, about the vote. 





A THOUGHTFUL PARENT 


He—I have your permission to call this evening ? 

She—I shall be very pleased; but don’t forget 
that father switches off the light at ten o’clock. 

He—That 's kind of him. I'll be there prompt- 
ly at ten, 


The Sensation 


Knicker —These are said to be times of 
great moral uplift. 

Bocker—I know it; but I don’t like to 
ride in an elevator all the-time. 


To be ‘‘up with the lark’’ is a very good 
thing if it is not one of the college kind. 


THE 








MODERN MARY 
AND HER LITTLE LAMBS 





S fe yf BY ¥ 
hee? va ‘ 
ae 
Af 
bf . , 
ante ° "Q 
ww’ 
S 
o?sRew GPF ee 
~ > 7 Se ee HF ? 
Aucrss—_ 


A Wonderful Woman 


Y WIFE, oh, wonderful is she! 
Though not versed in philosophy 
Or anything like that. 
No fluent German does she speak, 
She knows no Latin, knows no Greek; 
To her I lift my hat. 


Tommy's Logical Inference 


[? WAS little Tommy Watkins’s first vis- 
it to his Uncle Bob’s farm. Uncle 

and nephew took a stroll over the place. 

‘‘What’s that, Bob?’’ asked 
Tommy, pointing toward a great field of 
long-leafed plants. 

**Tobacco.’”’ 

In a moment Tommy was in the field, 
inspecting the plants and calling to his 


Uncle 


She’s penned no popular romance that 
Would make too small her too large hat; 
She has not courted fame. 


uncle, And I can testify as yet 
‘‘Where are the little cigars, Uncle She is no fighting suffragette, 
30b??? For which I bless her name. 


She’s wonderful, but, I confess, 
Just why she is you’d never guess; 
And it’s no catch nor joke. 
A thing that you would least expect 
Of her; for, lo! she can select 
Cigars that I can smoke! 
—Will Herbert 


An Upset Proverb 


When Greek meets Greek this modern day, 
No hard-fought tug of war ensues; 
Instead, they figure out a way 
To start a shop for shining shoes. 


—Hinton Gilmore. 
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EN V Y¥ 
Miss Rocks—Reggie gave it to me, so that I should be constantly reminded of him. 


Miss Knocks—Goodness ! 


‘ 


How did he manage to find one that looked like him ? 














Curbside Comments 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 


With bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go, 
And I, a watcher on the curb, look out for weal or woe, 
And note what word the gaping world in passing may bestow. 


Scenery 
THE suffragists are like the streams 
That ever onward flow, 
Bearing rich soil to banks and fields, 


ment no efforts need be made by the 
clerks to deliver to a married woman a 
letter on which the street and number 
are missing, unless the sender has writ- 
ten on the envelope the first name of the 
husband and not that of the wife. When 
will women understand that they are of 





Chivalry 
FOOLISH citizen of North Carolina 
has written to the National Child 
Labor Committee, saying that in two 
counties in his State he saw women and 
children working eleven hours a day, 
while men in the same communities 
worked in the same factories only 





That flowers and grains may grow. 
Reflecting heaven, yet serving earth; 
Seeking from height or lea, 
Not pools in quiet places, 
But humanity’s great sea. 


The antis are like hillocks, 
That fixed and stolid stand, 
Giving fair verdure to their slopes, 
But naught to all the land. 
Guardians of little vales they are, 
Through years of storm and shine; 
Yet oft the swift, resistless streams 
The still hills undermine. 


Numbers 

ss] AM OPPOSED to woman suf- 

frage,’” said Representative 
Heflin, of Alabama, recently. ‘‘Nine- 
tenths of the women of the world 
do not believe in it.’’ This, of course, 
settles the question. Once upon a 
time, nine-tenths of the women did 
not believe that they should be edu- 
cated. Since the ignorant and the 
dependent invariably know what is 
good for themselves, it is too bad that 
former Heflins were not strong enough 
to keep females unlearned. More- 
over, no cause can be just or worthy 
of consideration unless it is backed 
by the majority of humankind. Peo- 
ple and not principles must be the 
standard by which it is judged. 











ten hours, and he calls this a ‘‘butch- 
ery of the laws of chivalry.’’ Poor 





{FULL CITIZENSHIP 


LOU ROGERS 


POLITICAL INFERIORITY 


man! He. doesn’t understand that 
nowadays chivalry concerns itself 
mainly with important things like 
opening doors and picking up hand- 
kerchiefs for women, but rarely or 
never influences the commercial ex- 
ploitation of women and children or 
the relations existing between men 
and women who are below them in 
class. Manners are more important 
than morals, so let us keep on preferr- 
ing delicate, slightly musty sentiment 
to the cold, impartial reasoning of 
that modern interloper, Justice. 





Citizens with a Difference 
By ELINOR BYRNS 

oe ALL PERSONS born or natural- 

ized in the United States, and 
subject to the jurisdiction thereof, are 
citizens of the United States and of 
the State wherein they reside.’’ And 
women are persons. The Supreme 
Court has decided that. It has also 
been decided (in acase where a woman 
wanted to vote) that suffrage is not 
necessarily one of the privileges or 
immunities of a citizen. That deci- 
sion came after male citizens had been 
carefully provided with votesand safe- 








Looking back through history, one 
sees that every cause that we now 

hug complacently to our bosoms met with 
instantaneous approval from society. 
Burnings, persecutions, imprisonments, 
crucifixions, denunciations, jeers and 
hisses were only the playful methods 
adopted by the world to hide its secret 
joy at the idea of change and to prevent 
swollen craniums on inventors, authors, 
scientists and reformers. Let us stick 
to numbers, because in so doing we may 
dodge the headaches that come from 
thought about real issues. 


Letters 
N UNREASONABLE woman in 
Springfield, Mass., complains that 
under a rule of the Post-office Depart- 


of giving women the vote. 





CITIZENS OF THE SAME FREE COUNTRY 


small importance as individuals, and only 
of consequence when they are legally at- 
tached to men? Having extinguished 
herself under the name Mrs. John Smith, 
Jane Smith must remain there if she 
wants to hear from forgetful or careless 
correspondents; and since a man has thus 
ruled, let her bow her head in a becoming 
and silent acquiescence. 


Little Newslettes—On an election day 
in one of the Western States, two people 
were run over by automobiles, a tree was 
struck by lightning, five men repeated at 
the polls and one woman stole an um- 
brella. This shows the pernicious effects 





guarded in their sacred right to cast 

them. The chief privilege of women 
citizens—the only one in which they 
have always been tenderly protected by 
the courts—is that of implicit obedience 
to the laws made for them by men. 

No wonder the male citizen in the car- 
toon on this page looks so complacent! 
He has things all his own way, and yet 
makes himself believe he is being kind 
to woman. And no wonder woman is 
dejected! She is suffering not only from 
the disabilities of a subject class, but 
even more from self-contempt. For she 
knows that, when she has learned to re- 
spect herself, she will have courage and 
strength enough to rise and shake off the 
burdens which man and his laws have 
thrust upon her. 
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Another Anti-fat Cure 

“Sie haben merklich abgenommen in den letzten 
Monaten, lie be Freundin; machen Sie eine Entfettung- 
skur durch?” 

“Bewahre! Das kommt ganz allein durch den Aer- 
ger, den ich mit meiner neven Kichin habe !” 

“Und der kiindigen Sie nicht?” 

“Selbstverstiindlich! Bis auf siebzig Kilo will ich 
mich noch herunteriirgern, dann fliegt sie naus!” 

‘*You certainly have grown thinner in 
the last few months, my dear. Are you 
taking an anti-fat cure?’’ 

**Goodness, no! It’s only the anger 
the new cook is causing me that does 
that!’’ 

‘‘And are you not giving her notice?’’ 

‘“‘Of course! But I want to worry down 
to seventy kilos. Then out she goes!’’— 
Meggendorfer Blaetter (Munich). 

















The Sinner 


“Hast Du Deiner Frau nach Hochzeit nicht Dein 
ganzes Forleben gebeichtet?”’ 
“Nein, so lange hat unsere Ehe nicht gedauert.” 


**Didn’t you confess all your former 
life to your wife after the wedding?’’ 

**No; we weren’t married long enough 
"*—Jugend (Munich). 


for that. 
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Modesty 
‘*You might let me have the car for an 
hour, uncle.’’ 
**All right, my boy, you can have it.’’ 
‘*And, I say, can you let me have the 
price of a couple of fines or so?’’—Lon- 
don Opinion. 





Landlady (to applicant for apartments 
with sea view)—There, now! What do 
you think of that for a sea view?—Punch 
(London). 





















Naivete 


“He err Graf, vor ungefiihr vierzig Jahren—als ich 
noch ‘Naive’ am Zentraltheater war—boten Sie mir 
Jhre Handan. Meine Grundsiitze verhinderten mich 
damals, Ihren Antrag anzunehmen. Jetzt hab’ ich 
mich ander besonnen—da bin ich!” 


**Forty years ago, count, when I was 
at the Central Theatre and still ‘naive’— 
you offered me your hand. At that time 
my principles prevented me from accept- 
ing your proposal. Now I have changed 
my mind—here I am.’’—Fliegende Blaet- 
ter. (Munich). 

















The Mother-in-law 


= Jules, maman t’embrasse.”’ 
en jamais elle ne perd une occasion d’em- 
beter 


**Jules, mother sends you kisses.”’ 
**You see! She never misses an occa- 
sion to pester me!’’—Le Sourire (Paris.) 















The Toiler’s Day 
By TERRELL LOVE HOLLIDAY 
«« PLEASE, father, get a bucket 
And mop the kitchen floor. 
“Oh, father, fetch the hatchet 
And mend this broken door.’ 


“Now, father, move the bureau 
And help me lift this rug; 
Then run down to the cellar 
And get the syrup jug.”’ 
‘Please, favver, sew zis button 
On my shirt waist,’’ begs Jack. 
““Oh, father, won’t you hook me,”’ 
Says sister, ‘‘up the back?’’ 


“‘The range is full of ashes. 
Come, father, take them up.”’ 

“‘Won’t you make me a collar,”’ 
Cries Jack, ‘‘for my new pup?’’ 


‘“‘Now, father, wash the windows 
And wipe the parlor walls; 

Then help me get the supper. 
You make the codfish balls.’’ 


Dad labors in a foundry; 
All year he toils away. 

These lines tell how he dawdles 
At ease on Labor Day. 


Why ? 


If cigars are not made of cabbage, why 
do the signs read: ‘‘Cigars and tobacco’’? 

If you buy a whole cigar at atime, why 
do you say they cost so much apiece? 

If a girl doesn’t want a smoke, why 
should she want a smoker? 

If a dealer can live on cigars and to- 
bacco, why can’t he live on smoke? 

If a man and his wife will quarrel over 
smoking, why can’t it be called a tobacco 
jar? 


Great Magazine 


Bingle—What do you think of the 
Monthly Megatherium? 

Jingle—Great magazine! Fine fiction! 
I've just read the opening seventy pages 
about what it will contain during the 
next few months, and shall get right at 
the following seventy pages about what 
it already has this month. 


In Suspense 


Asmall boy gazed long and earnestly 
at a fat man who stood on a corner 
absent-mindedly chewing the end of a 
piece of string. Finally the man noticed 
the boy and inquired, 

“Well, my little man, what interests 
you?”’ 

“Please, sir,’’ the boy returned, ‘‘when 
are you going to pull that tooth?’’ 


Amenities 


“I don’t care !’’ retorts the peeved wife. 

“I only married you because your hair 

waved the same way as Harold Gallup’s!”’ 

“That so?’’ jeered the jolted husband. 

“Well, I only married you because you 

used the same flavor of lip rouge as 
Millie Willums!”’ 


The piquancy of a Sherbet is 
attained by using a dash 
of Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 2% cts ta 
“amps. ©. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADV 
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LEARN THE NEW WAY 
NINE we 


AMAZING INVENTION 


DROP by 3 tet ONES. AGENTS erage Ral. B 4 


THE 20th ane ar Get started In an honest, clean, reliable, permanent, money-making bus!- 
gess. Sold ona money-back guarantee. THE BLACKSTONE WATER POWER VACUUM MASSAGE MACHINE 
For the Home. No Cost to Operate. Lasts Life-Time. 

No Com gotten. New Field, New Business. Price within reach of all. 
LISTE he That's = hy its easy to sell. E ‘ndorsed by Doctors and Massures. Removes 
Blackheads, Pimples, Wrinkles, rounds out any part of the face or 


. Almost instant relief can be given al! kinds of pains 


body, brings back Natures beaut 
A demonstration convinces the most skepti- 


A such as Rheumatism, Headache, euralgia. 
ot cal person, Sales easily made. 


Read On! What Others Do, So Can You. 


Margwarth, says, I am making $19. .00 per day. Schermerhorn, , clght dozen machines 
= first month. Shaffer, am selling four out o 
, B® five demonstrations. Vaughn, wires “‘ship six " 

dozen by first Express.’’ Lewis, sells four first 
hour. en, women, Lag a A makes money. 
No experience necessary rotected territory. 
Big book, *“*The Power and Love of Beauty 4 
andHealth” Free. Investigate now. A postal 2 
willdo, A big ae 77) awaits Ayre Address, | 
0. 


Blackstone Mfg. Co 





MAKE —— HERE 
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udge~for yourself 
~ and your readers 


HIS advertisement is written for the Smokers’ Number of 
ee ** . . . . 
Judge’’ and the great number of “*Judge’s’’ smokers. 


**From the home of the stogie to the home of the smoker’’ we 
are introducing the new Iseeco Smokes in this way: 


Order a box.. Smoke enough to find out if we have succeeded in 
producing a clean, sanitary, delightful smoke. If you are not pleased 
return the remainder at our expense. Your money will be promptly 
refunded. Listen to this: 

ISEECO, SR., 6 in. panatela, SLENDORA XX, 6 in. thin 
50 to box, per hundred... $3.00 $2.00 


model, 100 to box......... 


ipo to box. ber hundred. P2OO | HAVATOBA, 514 in, clear Cuban 
SLENDORA XXX. clear Havana Havana filler cigar, equal toany 10c 
filler, 6 in. thin model, 100 cigar you ever smoked, 50 
WEE cccccccsccas hoes eee $3.00 to box, per hundred...... $5.00 


Every one hand-made, high grade, long filler tobacco, without the 
use of molds, pastes or binders. No licking with the tongue or spraying 
with the mouth. Packed in genuine cedar boxes, all charges prepaid. 

References: Any Wheeling Bank, Dun’s or Bradstreet’s. 


ISENBERG CIGAR CO., WHEELING, W. VA. 














The Final Chapter 


in the Greatest White 
Slave Story ever pub- 
lished appears in this 
week's issue o 


LESLIE'S WEEKLY. 
You ought to read 


“For the 
Sake of 
Her Soul” 


By 
Reginald Wright Kauffman 
Author of “The House of 


Bondage,”’ “Running 
Sands,” etc. 





It will'do you good. 
It shows the trials and temptations which beset a girl—deprived by death 
of parental assistance—a good, honest girl and her triumph over all ob- 
stacles, while others fell by the wayside. 

You'll sympathize with Joe Meggs—the girl of the story—and you'll share 
with her the joy which she had when she finally overcame all her temptations. 
The story began in LESLIE'S, June 26, 1913, and appears in 10 issues. 
Send us $1.00 and we will send the copies containing this story to you at once. 
Cut out the story if you like and paste it in your scrap-book. You'll have 
the Greatest White Slave Story ever published. 


— COUPON Send $1.00 Now 


LESLIE'S WEEKLY 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York i 
don’t wait— we may not be able to 


Enclosed please find $1.00 for which send me the ten 2 

issues of LESLIE'S WEEKLY containing ‘Por the Sake fill your order if you de- 
of Her Sou by Reginald Wricht Kauffwan, which h d 

began in LESLIE'S WEEKLY, Jane 26 lay— use attached coupon 


cee a ! LESLIE’S WEEKLY 


| 225 Fifth Avenue New York 








. 
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Philosophic Feables of Zambri the Parsee 


A dog, meeting a strange cat, took her by the top of the back and 
| shook her for a considerable: period with some earnestness; then de 
positing her in a ditch, he remarked with gravity, ‘‘There, my feline 
friend! I think that will teach you a wholesome lesson; and as on 
ishment is intended to be reformatory, you ought to be grateful to me 
for deigning to administer it.’’ ‘‘I don’t think of questioning your 
right to worry me,’’ said the cat, getting her breath; ‘but | should 
like to know where you got your license to preach at me. Allo, if not 
inconsistent with the dignity of the court, I should wish to be jp. 
formed of the nature of my offense, in order that I may the more 
clearly apprehend the character of the lesson imparted by its punish. 
ment.’’ ‘*Since you are so curious,’’ replied the dog, ‘‘I worry you 
because you are too feeble to worry me.’”’ ‘‘In other words,"’ rejoined 
the cat, ‘‘you bite me for that to which you owe your existence,” 
The reply of the dog was lost in the illimitable field of ether whither 
he was just then projected by the kick of a passing horse. The moral 
of this fable cannot be given until he shall get down and close the 
conversation with the regular apothegm. 


A young cock and a hen were speaking of the size of eggs. Said 
| the cock, ‘‘I once laid an egg’’—— ‘‘Oh, you did!’’ interrupted the 
|hen, with a derisive cackle. ‘*Pray, how did you manage it?” The 
‘cock felt injdred in his self-esteem, and, turning his back upon the 
| hen, addressed himself to a brood of young chickens. ‘‘I once laid an 
|egg’’—— The chickens chirped incredulously and passed on. The 
insulted bird reddened in the wattles with indignation, and, strutting 
up to the patriarch of the entire barnyard, repeated his assertion, 
| The patriarch nodded gravely, as if the feat were an every-day affair, 
| and the other continued, ‘‘I once laid an egg alongside a watermelon 
and compared the two. The vegetable was considerably the larger.” 
This fable shows the absurdity of hearing all a man has to say. 
A dog, finding a joint of mutton apparently guarded by a negligent 
|raven, stretched himself before it with an air of intense satisfaction, 
‘*Ah,’’ said he, alternately smiling and stopping up the smiles with 
| meat, ‘‘this is an instrument of salvation to my stomach—an instr- 
ment upon which I love to perform!’’ ‘‘I beg your pardon,”’ said the 
bird; ‘‘it was placed there specially for me by one whose right to so 
convey it is beyond question, he having legally acquired it by chop. 
ping it off the original owner.’’ ‘‘I detect no flaw in your abstract of 
title,’’ replied the dog. ‘‘All seems quite regular; but I must not 
| provoke a breach of the peace by lightly relinquishing what I might 
feel it my duty to resume by violence. I must have time to consider, 
and in the meantime I will dine.’’ Thereupon he leisurely consumed 
the property in dispute, shut his eyes, yawned, turned upon his back, 
thrust out his legs divergently and died. The meal had been carefully 
poisoned, a fact of which the raven was guiltily conscious. There are 
| several things mightier than brute force—arsenic is one of them. 
**It is a waste of valor for us to do battle,’’ said a lame ostrich to 
|a negro who had suddenly come upon her in the desert. ‘‘Let us cast 
lots to see who. shall be considered the victor, and then go about our 
business.’’ To this proposition the negro readily assented. They 
cast lots—the negro cast lots of stones and the ostrich cast lots of 
feathers. Then the former went about his business, which consisted 
of skinning the bird. Moral—There is nothing like the arbitrament of 
chance. That form of it known as trile-bijoore is perhaps as good as any. 


A fox and a duck, having quarreled about the ownership of a frog, 

agreed to refer the dispute to alion. After hearing a great deal of 
argument, the lion opened his mouth to speak. ‘‘I am very well 
|aware,’’ interrupted the duck, ‘‘what your decision is. It is that by 
our own showing the frog belongs to neither of us, and you will eat 
|him yourself. But please to remember that lions do not like frogs.” 
| ‘*To me,’’ exclaimed the fox, ‘‘it is perfectly clear that you will give 
| the frog to the duck, the duck to me, and take me yourself. Allow 
|me to state certain objections to’’—— ‘‘I was about to remark,” 
| said the lion, “‘that, while you were disputing, the cause of contention 
had hopped away. Perhaps you can procure another frog.’’ To point 
|out the moral of this fable would be to offer a gratuitous insult to the 
acuteness of the reader. 





A Unique Apology 


Leslie-Judge Company, New York: | 

Gentlemen—On June 26th I sent you a complaint about not receiv- 
ing Jupce, for which 1 had subscribed. On the seventh of July you 
replied you would take it up with the Detroit branch. 

1 wish now to apologize for the trouble which I put you to. JUDGE 
was coming regularly, but I’m blessed with two wide-awake kids. 
They got to the mail first! Result—after they’d look at the JUDGES, 
they’d store ’em away for future use! Which only serves to demon- 
strate that Jupce is not only for grown-ups, but for the youngsters! 
Wishing you success, I beg to remain, Yours respectfully, 

Lima, O., August 4th, 1913. G. O. Dupenz. 
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A JILL FOR JACK 
By James Montgomery Flagg 
In Color, 9x 12 
Double Mounted on Heavy 
Brown Mat, 11 x 14 


Twenty-five Cents 


A Jill for Jack 


is another of James Mont- 
gomery Flagg’s pretty girls. 


Maybe you know some sailor 
lass who would appreciate a 
copy of this picture, or maybe 
you would like one because 
you know some nice sea lady 
of whom you are reminded by 
this one. 


But, whether you sail or 
whether you do not, you can 
only know how pretty a girl 
can look when you see her in 
her yachting “rig.” 


The picture is especially at- 
tractive for your club or for 
your den. Send 25c. and a 
copy will be sent you immedi- 
ately — but don’t wait — you 
may forget to send. 


The Judge Art Print Catalog, containing 
62 reproductions in miniature, beauti- 
fully printed in sepia on India tint paper, 
will be sent to you for 10c. It shows 
many pictures which will appeal to you. 


Leslie-Judge Co. 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York 
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Description—The eglantine and vinely 
wild thyme twines melancholily around 
the cornelians and nectarines, while the 
hyacinth orientalis rampates nutritiously 
over the melocotoned arbor, until the 
very frittellaria begin to get gay with 
the honey-suckers. Into this mellifiuous 
midst saturates a vision clad completely 
in white gilliflowers and wearing a wreath 
of gilded cypress. Her eyes besparkle 
like periwinkles, and her lavender lips 
play like hollyhocks over her rosemary 
cheeks, her whole fleur-de-lis profile be- 
ing backgrounded unctuously by her mari- 
gold hair. This is Columbine. She is 
certainly one Pippin. 

Far over the rocky hills a straining, 
vital, red-blooded man is climbing a 
rough, craggy cliff, champing the raging 
cowslips beneath his gritty feet. Will 
he quit? Nay, he will die first. Crows 
caw raucously above his head, chestnuts 
bound ferociously from his skull, and the 
slimy, snake-filled pools glitteringly tempt 
him to imbibe; but all in vain. Our hero 
knows his hair will stay parted, and noth- 
ing can stop him. Bounding over the 
embossments, he stands flossily before 
Columbine, flicking an impudent frog 
from his cuff. His name is Augustus. 
He is a regular fellow. 

*‘I’m a dreamer,”’ says he. 
‘*So am I,’’ says she. 
They clinch.— Yale Record. 








Straws 
—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl, 


And They Get Away with It—It was in 
the conservatory. ’ 

‘*Won’t you let me hug you?’’ he mur- 
mured ardently. 

‘*Not here,”’ she replied. 
be proper.”’ 

Going out on the dance floor, they en- 
gaged in aclinch and tangoed under the 
scrutiny of staid chaperones.— Dartmouth 
Jack o’ Lantern. 


**It wouldn’t 


The First Shall Be Last—She—Marry 
you? Why, you’d be the last man on 
earth I’d marry! 

He—lI hope so, if I’m to be the first.— 
Stanford Chaparral. 


On the Quiet— Ow/— Would your mother 
mind if I took you out for an auto ride? 

Chicken—Mind? She wouldn’t hear of 
it!—Princeton Tiger. 


Assent—Landlady—It’s hard to see the 
poor chicken cut off so early in its life—— 
Stude (chewing hard)—Yes, it is tough. 
—Cornell Widow. 





Two Kinds—Mrs. Exe—Some husbands 
win their wives by sheer audacity. 

Mrs. Wye—Yes; and many others by 
sheer mendacity.—Boston Transcript. 








“FIFTY SIX’ 


—the cigarette of the connoisseur— 


We think this is the finest 
cigarette in the world. 
Many smokers of cultivated 
taste have told us so. 


We don’t believe in brag- 
ging, but we can’t describe 
this rare cigarette without 
seeming to boast. 


The only way we can prove 
it is for you to try a box. 


The price is 25c. for a box 
of 10. Try a single box 
and you'll then want a box 


of 100 at $2.00. 


CADO CO., Inc. 


28 Park Place New York City 














James Bergman 


monthly payments. Catalogue free. Write t 
Est'd 1896, Dept Z.—87-89 Maiden Lane, New Yo 






e 
BERGMAN on 
wernee DIGMONGS &eiir 

You can easily own a Diamond or Watch. We send one on approv- 


al, express prepaid. If you like it pay one-fifth on delivery, balance 8 equal 


rks 











EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway 
NEW YORK 


EUROPEAN PLAN 


q@ A Step from Broadway. 

q Absolutely Fireproof. 

G Quiet as a Village at Night. 

@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, 
one person, $2.50; two people, $3.50. Why 
pay more when our service is equalled only 
by the best? 


SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 





He 


E. W. WARFIELD, - . Manager 
— — = — —EEEE 
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“Same for 100 Years” 


has a flavor and fr 
own, The preferr 


A. OVERHOLT & CO, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Down through the years, for more 
than a century, has lived the 
and fame of 


Old Overholt Rye 


Mellow and of full, rich body—it 
ance all its 
whiskey of 
gentlemen for over a century. 


ee Nee 


















F BRAINS 


FOR 0G ARS 


"MADE AT KEY WEST 
































Avenue, New York. 





State. 


where. 


Louisville, Ky. 





“Tall Oaks From 
Little Acorns Grow”’ 


Fifty years ago I. W. 


HARPER was but 
little known outside 
the Old Kentacky 
Today its 
fame is world-wide. 
You find it every- 





‘ae DISTILLING CO. } 





ROMEIKE’S Press Cutting Bureau will send you 
all newspaper clippings which 
may appear about you, your friends, or any subject 
on which you may want to be “up to date.” 
newspaper and periodical of importance in the 
United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
for 100 notices. Henry RomerKe, 106-110 Seventh 


Every 






| 








Stories ‘with Smiles 


Summer Girls—The Due de Richelieu, 
seated on an Atlantic City pier, waved 
his hand with a gesture of admiration 
toward the glittering beach. 

*“*What a beautiful sight!’’ he cried. 
**But it would not be half so beautiful 
save for your summer girl. Your brown, 
slim summer girl, in her crisp white 
gown or in her blue bathing dress is 
superb. 

**How fascinating she is! How irre- 
sistible! I heard a tale about her last 
night that I can well believe. 

*“‘On a seaward-fronting terrace, be- 
tween dances, a young man said to a 
lovely summer girl, 

** “Now, tell me the truth—weren’t you 
engaged to Truxton King last month?’ 

‘‘The summer girl knitted her beauti- 
ful brow in thought; then, with a little 
yawn, she said, 

***Oh, what’s he like? I’m no good at 
remembering names.’’’—St. Lowis Globe- 
Democrat, 


Mighty Poor Luck—They were talking 
about the joy of fishing in the Camden 
terminal a few days ago, when Conductor 
Harry Laird, one of the best known ra- 
conteurs of the Trenton division, told of 
a conversation he overheard in the smoker 
of his train. 

Prosperous-looking party got on the 
train up the road, so ran the story of Mr. 
Laird, and at the next station stop he 
was joined by an acquaintance. 

‘*Where in the world have you been, 
Jake?’’ asked the second party to blow 
in. ‘‘I haven’t seen you for a week.’’ 

‘*No,’’ replied Jake, making room for 
the other to slide in on the plush beside 
him. ‘‘I have been on a fishing trip 
down along Barnegat Bay.”’ 

‘‘Fishing trip, eh?’’ returned the sec- 
ond party, putting a match to a Jersey 
Havana. ‘‘What luck did you have?’’ 

‘*None at all,’’ was the prompt reply 
of Jake. ‘‘I didn’t hold anything better 
than a pair of deuces the whole blooming 
week.’’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


Was Like Dad— The immorality of 
French fashions was being discussed at a 
tea in Denver. The new idea of Ameri- 
can fashions for American women wags 
being praised. The Rev. Alpheus C. Kerr 
then said, 

**It is time that we removed our women 
from the peril of French fashions, with 
their suggestive lines. I attended the 
opera last year during the Easter holidays. 
My companion pointed out to me a young 
matron blazing with diamonds, and he 
said, 

***That is old Gobsa Gold’s daughter, 
the countess. I knew her father when 
he went about with his pants held up by 
one suspender.’ 

**T regarded the beautiful young woman 
through my glass. Her dress was auda- 
cious. I said dryly, 

** “She must take after her father, then. 
Her gown, I see, is held up by one strap.’ ”’ 
—Boston Globe. 


‘ 
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(C) LESLIE JUDGE Co. 


“A CHICKEN SAND-WITCH” 
By T. V. Kelly 
In Color, 9 x 12. Double Mounted 
on Heavy White Mat, 11 x 14 


Twenty-five Cents 


“A CHICKEN SAND-WITCH” 


——sweet enough to eat. On our menu she is 
listed at 25c., so send your quarter right 
away and we’ll serve you immediately, while 
the ‘‘chicken’’ season is here. : 

She will make a mighty attractive addition 
to your living room or den. 


Send today or you'll be sorry. 


The Judge Art Print Catalog, containing 62 repro- 
ductions in Miniature, beautifully printed in siepa on 
India tint paper, will be sent to you for 10c. It shows 
many pictures which will ap; eal to you. 


Leslie-Judge Co. 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 





HOTEL DRESDEN] 


149-51 West 44th St. 
NEW YORK 





100 Feet East of Broadway 
In the Heart of Everything 
In the Center of the Club, Theatrical and 
Hotel District 


Suites of Parlor, Bedroom and Bath— 
$3.00, $4.00, $5.00 per day. 








Single Room and Bath—$2.00, $2.50 per day. 


ATTRACTIVE WEEKLY RATES 
Phone—Bryant 1463 


J. Carl Tucker, Prop. 











WRITING SONGS 
We have paid thousands of dol- 
lars to amateur song writers. 


Experience not necessary. Write for free particulars or send us 
your song poems or melodies today for free examination. pt- 
ance guaranteed if available. Big Song Writer’s Magazine, 
beautifully illustrated book and valuable advice all free. 


DUGDALE CO., 19 Dugdale Bldg., Washington, D, ¢. 


HE: “WHY DON’T YOU LOVE ME 
Madge?” She: “‘Impossible without a diamond 
ring to remind me of you. Loftis Bros. & Co., 
Dept. D-874, Chicago, Ill., advertise big bargains 
on credit. Send for free catalog.” (Adv.) 


SALESMEN making small towns. Whole-time or Side- 
line, should carry our fast-selling pocket 
side-line. Special sales pian allowing return of unsold goods. 
Makes quick, easy sales. $4.00 commission on each order. 
SOMETHING ENTIRELY NEW. White for outfit today. 


BURD MF6G. CO., 212 Sigel Street, Chicago, Hl. — 
YOUNG MAN: YOU CAN’T WIN A BRIDE 


with a mere promise of a diamond ring. It’s up 
to you to get it. Send for catalog and open 2 
charge account at Loftis Bros. & Co., Diamond 
Merchants, Dept. D-874, Chicago, IIl. (Adv.) 














a4 
a. 
~ Te 






“= 


— 


ns 1 


ee? 





Cc 

















HOTEL IMPERIAL 


Broadway at. Thirty-First and Thirty-Second Streets 
NEW YORK CITY 


VERLOOKING GREELY SQUARE, 
O one block from Pennsylvania, Station. 
The customary reduction in rates will 

en to guests who take rooms by the 


iv 
sabe Why not live near 


month, quarter or year. 
your office this summer and avoid the daily 
crush on the transit lines? “he Imperial offers 
all the refinements of a Fifth Avenue home, 
including excellent food, daintily served, at 
reasonable prices. Restaurant charge accounts 
opened with” responsible patrons by arrange- 
ment with the manager. 

Rooms may be seen on application to the 
room clerk. 


Send for booklet and schedule of prices. 


COPELAND TOWNSEND 


Manager 


ROBERT STAFFORD 
Proprietor 


Tel. 6100 Madison Square 














Here’s Your Big Opportunity 


Get i into this big paying profession 
Hundreds of operators are making over $75 weekly. You 











can do as well or better if you start now, the best time of 
: ~ the year. Get a 
— DIAMOND POST CARD GUN 
7 the marvelous camera that makes three sizes 
post cards including official mailing size, also 
buttons. 
No Plates—No Films—No Dark Room 
Post Uardsor buttons finished right on the spot in 
less than a minute. No waiting for your money. Se 


rofit on every dime. No Experience Necessary 
Write today for free samples of work and catalogue 


2517 W. 12th St., Chieago, Il. 


anyone can operate it 
(TERNATIONAL METAL & FERRO CO. 
———$—<——_—_—_— —_ 


Aum { a ( vray GEM ) 


LOOK LIKE 
DIAMONDS 






Pass Stand acid and fire diamond test. 
aia ° a So hard they easily scratch a file and 
Vay « will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran- 

teed 25years. Mounted in]4k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 
ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or stud for 
aamination—all charges prepaid. No money‘in advance, 
Money refunded if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wulsin Bidg., Indianapolis 


HOTEL ARLINGTON 


18-20 WEST 25th STREET 
Just off Broadway and Madison Square 
NEW YORK 
Twelve-story fireproof building—handsomely furnished 


s—modern in all respects. In the centre of the 
shopping and theatrical sections. Booklet. 


RATES, $1.00 PER DAY UP 
E. W. AUSTIN, Mer. V. A. AUSTIN, Prop. 


Pears’ 


“Beauty and grace from no 























condition rise: 


Use Pears’, sweet maid 


there all the secret lies.” 





Sold everywhere 















Mustard 


Excusing Herself 


*‘You threw yourself at his head,”’ 
She said 
To the woman who made a match. 
‘Well, what if I did?’’ said she. 
**You see, 
The man was an elegant catch.”’ 
—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Passing the 


Same Old Suit—Hemmandhaw—Here is 
an interesting article on dress. 

Mrs. Hemmandhaw—What is it all 
about? 

H.—A lecturer describes the clothes 
which women will be wearing one hun- 
dred years from now. 

Mrs. H.—Huh! That doesn’t interest 
me a particle. 

H.—Why not? 

Mrs. H.—Because, unless something 
wonderful happens, I will still be wear- 
ing that same old blue velvet suit I’ve 
had ever since we were married. — 

Zoungstown Telegram, 


Couldn’t See It—‘‘ Are you nearsighted, 
sir?’’ asked the waiter, as the diner was 
leaving. 

‘*No,’’ replied the man. 

‘Well, you’ve left a dime on the table, 
oir.” 

‘*That’s for you.”’ 

‘‘Well, if you think I’d take a tip like 
that, you must be nearsighted, sir.’’— 
Yonkers Statesman, 


Variable Weather—A chilled and un- 
comfortable traveler, waiting for his 
train on the shelterless, wind-swept plat- 
form of the junction, accosted. a native 
of the town. 

‘*Say, my friend, ’’ the traveler growled, 
‘does the wind blow this way all the 
time?”’ 

‘*No,”’ replied the native; ‘‘sometimes 
it turns round and blows the other way.”’ 
—-Youth’s Companion. 


Her Hash—‘‘ What is this, dear?’’ asked 
the young husband at breakfast. 

**Minced veal, dear,’’ replied the bride- 
wife. 

“I think it needs something.”’ 

‘*Well, I don’t know what it can be. 
I put everything in it I could find.’”’— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


The Texas Sort—‘‘Gracious! Thatskirt 
is so tight that I can plainly see what 
you have in your pocket!’’ 

‘*But I have no pocket.’’ 

‘‘Then what is that lump?’’ 

*‘Oh, that’s a mosquito bite !’’—Hous- 
ton Post. 


A Necessary Preliminary—‘‘So you are 
going away, Mrs. Rusher?’’ 

**Yes; we are going to move to Ken- 
tucky for a few weeks, until my husband 
gets to be called ‘colonel,’ and then we 
shall go to Washington to live.’’—Chi- 
cago Record-Herald. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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This box of Spanish cedar contains five of the 
most superb Tampa made cigars ever offered to 
the American public. The Juan del Rey private 

box We have prepared 
this special lot of boxes of five 
Juan del Reys to send out by: 
parcel post to men who want the finest 
smoke the supreme tobacco fields of 
Cuba can afford. Send the coupon 
below and get five of the finest cigars 
you ever smoked or offered to a friend. 


Finest Cuba 
Grown 32 


wn Cuban 
leaves, all Havana. It is made pace 


sivel prey 5 ys fine box trade. It is net 


sively to gentlemen who appreciate the 
most delicately ay aw at the price 
oe an ordinary 10c The savin 
when measured by cuunytie is very great. Sen 
Ge coupon today and get a sample box of five 
guificent Havana cigars. 


To Introduce 
Supremely 
Fine Cigars 


We will send this box of cigars by 
post direct to your office or your 
me. The price on these five cigars is the same 
as if you had bought a full box of fifty. We pay 
the additional cost and expenses to introduce 
this cigar to you. If you have been paying more 
than 10c for your cigars you owe it to yourself to 
Prove to your own on sy) = finest 
cigar ata 


Special ‘Offer 


we will send this specially 
gust =r: of — Club House ci to enable 
yo le the eS ality of the Juan del Rey 

e have built up our great 

| erm = = over the United States by the 
elegance of quality, the saving in price and the 
highly satisfactory advantages of dealing direct with 
us. We yp Sk. have you for a regular 
customer if you will try this oma box. ee 


nd Cou @ 50c 
Tee Coupon 
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Sas rege ae “~ French Tobacco Co., 
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HOTEL VAN RENSSELAER 


15 to 19 EAST ELEVENTH STREET 
NEW YORK CITY 












One Block from Broadway 
One-half Block from Fifth Avenue 


Room with private bath $1.50 


American Pian a Specialty 
$3 per day with private bath 


JAMES E. KNOTT, Manager 
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